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Look at this behind my ear. Don't
you see it ?
See what ? Grey hairs ? Why,
King, don't you worry about that.
Poet, Nature is trying to rub out
the green of youth, and to paint
everything white.
No, no, King. You haven't under-
stood the artist. On that white
ground. Nature will paint new colours.
I don't see any sign of colours yet.
They are all within. In the heart
of the white dwell all the,colours of
the rainbow.
Oh, Poet, do be quiet. You disturb
me when you talk like that.
King, if this youth fades, let it
fade. Another Queen of Youth is
coming. And she is putting a garland
of pure white jasmines round your
head, in order to be your bride. The